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Summary: It's been three months since I left Remnant for good, but when one problem is solved, another rears its ugly head. Russia and the US are at each other's throats again. Negotiations are going badly, and someone else has different plans. Not to mention, my dreams are becoming more... vivid. Is there a way to resolve this? Or is this the beginning of a Third World War?





	1. Chapter 1

The Exodar, somewhere in space

Velen stood up from his seat, feeling as if something great just distorted the very fabric of space itself. Not sure what to think, he closed his eyes and begged the Naaru for their assistance. He saw the San'Shayyoul, an ancient Eredar artifact that was used by his people to discover and colonize distant habitable planets, on a faraway planet. He knew not what the planet was called, but he then saw a strange man pick up the San'Shayyoul and shatter it. Velen staggered and opened his eyes to see one of his advisors, Vindicator Maraad rush to his aid.

"Prophet, what is the problem?" Maraad asked, as he helped Velen regain his footing.

"Maraad, I saw the San'Shayyoul, it was shattered."

Maraad seemed confused, "What was that again?"

Velen would've chastised him for being ignorant of their past, but the San'Shayyoul was a very well-kept secret, even Velen didn't know it existed. Until recently. "We created it to discover and colonize habitable planets in our galaxy, when Archimonde and Kil'Jaeden accepted Sargeras's offer, we sent it adrift in the Great Dark Beyond so the Legion would not find it. Now, it seemed to land itself on a distant planet, and someone just destroyed it."

Maraad was shocked, to think anyone would find such a thing, let alone destroy it, "Who? Why would they destroy such a powerful artifact?" he asked, knowing Velen had to have answers, Maraad would then have to ask the Naaru just in case the Prophet didn't know.

"I do not know who, or how they destroyed it. Truth is, I am glad that man destroyed it, no species should have that kind of power at their fingertips." Velen responded, "But I cannot say the same for us, we must resort to unconventional means if we are to destroy the Legion, now leave me for now. I have much to ponder."

Maraad said nothing, but brought his left arm to his chest and bowed graciously as he left the room. When the door closed, Velen returned to gaze at the stars.

* * *

><p>New Haven, Connecticut, United States, Earth<p>

It's been three months since I closed the rift to Remnant for good, but not a day has gone by where I don't think about Ruby, Yang, Blake, the whole gang. I still wish that they could've seen more of our planet besides our violent side, but worrying about that was pointless. I kept pondering the deal the President gave me, but that was pointless worrying also. John noticed that I still haven't had an improvement in my mood.

"Hey, thought you could use one of these." He said as he handed me a beer.

"Thanks, it's just I can't believe it's been three months. Three fucking months, and all I wish is that I could at least stay in contact with them. You at least understand why I'm upset right?" I asked.

"Yeah, look, honestly I wish I could've gone to Remnant with you. But look, you're not gonna get anywhere feeling sorry for yourself. You missed quite a bit while you were gone, like the Deadpool movie."

I immediately perked up, "Deadpool movie?"

"Yeah, lots more stuff too, the new Mass Effect game, Witcher 3, Metal Gear Solid Five, all kinds of cool shit, but that doesn't matter nearly as much as the fact that you discovered sentient alien life."

I sighed, people were still upset about me preventing us from seeing a new planet, but I don't regret sealing the rift. "How's the new Mass Effect game?" I had to ask, people liked to poke fun at the fact that my last name is the same as Commander Shepard, at this point I just shrug it off.

"Not important, but perk up! How about I grab us some beers, and we watch the football game?"

I thought for a second, even though I was never that interested in sports, I decided to just roll with it. "Yeah, let's do that." I replied.

* * *

><p>Somewhere in Siberia, Russia, Earth<p>

Makarov was lost in thought, he knew Shepard was back, but would he be willing to overthrow Humanity as a whole? Once he had his plan formulated, he'd move in on the United States, as well as Shepard. "It's only a matter of time." He said to himself, "I just need to ignite this powder keg filling up between Mother Russia and the West, and I know exactly what to do. When I'm done, all of Russia will want revenge."

* * *

><p>Wyrmrest Temple, Dragonblight, Azeroth<p>

Kalecgos had waited long enough, it's been eighteen years since Nozdormu first mentioned them performing the summoning ritual. Granted, the Timeless One paid little attention to the flow of time, but this was too long. "Timeless One, when shall we summon our army? It has been eighteen years since you first told us about the ritual! I grow tired of waiting, our world has already suffered enough at the hands of those Orcs!" he yelled, his patience at an end.

Nozdormu merely looked up, "Soon, Kalecgos, I urge you to be patient, we must wait for our world and the rest of the planets to align before we can even attempt such a powerful spell."

"I care little for your cryptic messages! I fear it is only a matter of time before the Legion assaults us again! Just look at what happened to the Dragon Queen, if the human Rhonin had not saved her, she would still be their prisoner!"

"Silence! I already told you that we need to be patient! I assure you that when we successfully perform this spell, nothing, not even the Legion will be able to stop us!"

Kalecgos got frustrated, and he turned around and left Nozdormu to dwell on his own delusions of grandeur. Whatever he was going to summon, Kalecgos kept worrying that it would be something far worse than the Legion could ever hope to be.

(And that's the first chapter of Breaking Point. Hopefully you enjoyed it as well as Japan In the Crosshairs, I'll link it here: s/11811015/1/Blacklight-II-Japan-In-The-Crosshairs

But I know some of you will wonder why it's a short chapter, that's because Breaking Point is gonna be a short story with 4-6 chapters at most. All it's doing is setting up the next story, which you can probably figure out will be accurately called "World War III" so as you can tell shit is about to go down. See ya later! Should also clarify that one year on Earth = Six years on Azeroth, just to explain the time gap, plus the magical influx in Azeroth's corner of space, whereas our corner of space doesn't have any such thing.)


	2. Chapter 2

Somewhere in Siberia, Russia, Earth

Nikita ran into the war room, he had important information for Makarov that he had to see. "Sir, we found the US Vault! It's in Anchorage, Alaska!" he yelled, waving a piece of paper in the air.

Makarov took the paper, "Excellent, now onto next step. This Vault has something we need, it's constantly guarded by US troops and round the clock unmanned surveillance, and there is helipad where they have several attack helicopters on standby in case of attack. Should be piece of cake. Get my advisors, we plan our attack tonight."

Nikita saluted and left the room, leaving Makarov to resume thinking. He had his plan all laid out, first part was stealing the last piece of James Heller, which was kept in that US Vault in Alaska, he'd then infect himself with it. Turning himself into a murder machine, he'd then crush the West. Once the first part was in place, he'd then ignite Russia's pent up anger towards the United States, and he knew exactly what to do. All he had to hope for was that Shepard would join him, if not, then he'd have a roadblock in his plan. Makarov sighed, "Hopefully he'll see that I'm willing to let him join me, if not, he will fall like the others." He said to himself.

* * *

><p>New Haven, Connecticut, Earth<p>

_I see myself at the base of a giant tree, fighting those same monsters as before. They constantly march towards my position, behind me are more people that are human like me. Some wielding swords, but one woman in particular is shooting fire and ice out of her hands. I look and see a swarm of monsters and what appears to be a black tiger fighting them, they keep swarming the animal. But the tiger turns into a different woman, I immediately recognize her as the woman from previous dreams. I book it to her, she's wounded, but before the monsters overwhelm her, I cut them all down. She looks at me surprised, and I help her up._

I shot up from the couch I was sleeping on, panting heavily, and sweating profusely. "What's with those monsters and that woman? I've seen her too often for it to just be coincidence, but I can't share it with anyone. They'll think I'm going insane." I told myself. I didn't have much of a choice, but I realized that when I was on Remnant, I didn't have a single dream with her in it, even though I was only there for about a week. But it was certainly suspicious. I thought about it one last time before going to sleep again.

* * *

><p>Darnassus, Azeroth<p>

Ravana woke from her meditation, only to see that same man from before. She was frustrated, ever since Malfurion told her that she needed to help him whenever she sees him, she couldn't stop thinking of him. Her sister already knew, but thankfully, Arellah kept her mouth shut. Her brother, Lorfing was still training with their father, Silas. Moonfang tradition, Silas trained Lorfing in the way of the warrior, like his father before him.

Ravana sighed, "I cannot let this man haunt my dreams any longer, and he has not showed himself yet, so therefore he must not exist."

She stood up, letting the wind blow through her dark blue hair, wondering what the future would bring. She turned around to see her mother, Daleera, behind her. Daleera was very concerned, and Ravana wondered whether she should tell her mother about what she saw.

"Oh, hello Mother." Ravana said, trying to hide her frustration.

"Ravana, you look frustrated. What is the matter?"

"Nothing, mother, just a little exhausted from my meditation."

"You can tell me, I promise I will not judge."

Ravana sighed, "I do not know if I should, my sister already knows, and I feel like that is one person too many."

Daleera seemed surprised, "What is it about? And why did you tell your sister? You know she cannot keep her mouth shut. Did you tell your brother too?"

"No, Lorfing does not know."

Daleera breathed a sigh of relief, "Good, because there is not one thing he keeps from your father. How about you tell me, and I will ask Elune for an explanation?"

"Is that not against the rules of your faith?"

Daleera shook her head, "No, if it was for a selfish interest, then I would be at fault. But if it is to help one of my daughters make sense of something she saw that she cannot understand, then I am sure the Moon Goddess would understand."

Ravana took a breath, and thought of what to say.

* * *

><p>New Haven, Connecticut, United States, Earth<p>

"So that's why you're acting so jumpy lately." John told me. He seemed surprised after I laid out my peculiar dreams, I wanted to get an outside perspective on what they could mean, but I didn't want to go to a psychiatrist.

"Yeah, it's been a reoccurring dream, except when I was on Remnant, it didn't cross my mind once. Any idea what it could mean? You're smarter than I am, so please tell me you know something. Anything." I asked.

"So, some groups of people believed that when you dream, you're reliving a past life, although we can rule that out because you said that it's still you. But, some other groups believe that dreams are a foretelling of the future. Those monsters give me an idea, you've proven that sentient alien life DOES exist, so what if they're some sort of alien threat that you have to face? As for the woman, all I can really guess is that she ties into this fight somehow. Normally, some people would assume it's just your imagination playing tricks on you, but you said you've had this same dream for several weeks in a row? That can't be a coincidence."

"Exactly! It's gotta mean something! The question is, what could it possible mean?"

"Question of Humanity right there." John added, kind of condescendingly.

* * *

><p>Somewhere in Siberia, Russia, Earth<p>

"Well sir, we have a plan in place. All we need to do is take out the power generator, and we can move in on the containment facility." Nikita said, if Makarov pulled this off, they'd be looking at a war against the West.

"Excellent, what about phase two of the plan?" Makarov asked.

"As soon as you finish here, we can launch the diversion."

"Very well, we leave at 0700. Get the men ready." Makarov demanded.

Nikita saluted, "Yes sir!"

As Nikita left the room, Makarov couldn't help but think of one of his new recruits, a man named Alexei Borovir. Alexei seemed a bit, odd. Almost as if he was really an American. Makarov knew the truth, but he had planned for this. He sat back down in his chair, and went back to thinking.

(I would've had this chapter up a few days ago, but I had a pretty big mid-term that I had to study for. But it's over now, glad to be back. Link to last story in first chapter in case any of you didn't read it. Leave your thoughts below too! See ya!)


End file.
